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in sacramental robes, came forward to welcome
Tagore and to offer their gifts of flowers and frankin-
cense while the train halted. The abbot at their
head was aged, like Tagore, and himself a saint.
The two of them met in silence while the railway
officials in military uniform stood round with heads
bowed. Then the train moved on. But for one brief
moment there had come a vision of peace from
another world. There was the beautiful look on the
poet's face, filled with tender sympathy; there was
also the look of reverence and serene calm on the
faces of the old abbot and the Buddhist monks.
Language was not needed to make the whole cere-
mony perfectly intelligible to all who were present,
because the background of the Buddhist Faith had
united the peoples of both countries in the deepest
things of all, which need no utterance.
An entirely different scene may bring home to
Western readers how the same unity of spirit has
pervaded these countries of the East ever since the
Buddhist movement spread eastward from India
more than two thousand years ago,
While I was in Java, I visited Borobudur, which
means the Hill of the "Great Buddha." All alone,
without any guide, I stayed there for many days,
wandering along the cloisters and visiting the
galleries at different times m the day and also in
the light of the full moon. It was an experience of
the past that I can never forget; for the impression
left on me was indescribably great.
The sculptured panels of stone, carved m high